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Islands and is pierced by many long and narrow in-
lets. During the voyage from Triest or Flume to
the extreme south of the country, the ship, often for
many hours, seems to be traveling over a series of
lakes. Rarely does she emerge into open water. But
between Gravosa and the bocche there is open sea.
Nature has not neglected to make her preparations.
She gives you the stretch of open sea as a contrast to
what is coming. And just when you are beginning
to feel Its monotony, the prow of the vessel veers to
the left, seems to be sensitively searching for some
unseen opening in the rugged coast. She finds that
opening between Punta d'Ostro and Punta d*Arza,
leaving the little Isle of Rondoni, with Its round, yel-
low fort, on the right and the open sea behind,

The mountains which guard the bocche are nearly
six thousand feet high, bare, cruelly precipitous^ In
color a peculiar, almost ashy, gray. When you are
at a long distance from them they seem to descend
sheer into the water; but as you draw nearer over
the waveless sea, you find that along their bases runs
a strip of beautiful fertile country, green, thickly
wooded In many places, with gay little villages set
among radiant gardens, with a white highroad,
along which peasants are passing. There Is Castel-
nuovo on its hill among leafy groves, with its old,
narrow fortress on the rock fought for by Turks and
Venetians; near by is Zelenika; and there another
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